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life, my son.   I give also your betrothed to you.    Hasten back with
your princess and your royal sister-in-law, beloved prince.

PRINCE. Be not anxious, father. I will respect and love the
faultlessly handsome princess, my sister, and will protect her with
my life,

[Enter the two PRINCESSES. Enter soldiers with a commander.
The PRINCE and the ladies bid farewell to the KING. The
PRINCE, PRINCESSES and soldiers move up stage, and the
KING, etc., leave rhe scene. The orchestra plays as the PRINCE
and his companions walk up and down. When it stops, they have
arrived at a thick part of the forest.}

PRINCE.   My valiant commander, we must rest here.    Follow the

regulations as set down in the war books, and rest your army.   Let

the infantry surround us, let the cavalry surround the infantry, let

that special regiment of mighty men of valour watch the approaches to

our camp.   Let there be perfect silence, so that we can hear the sound

of an approaching enemy.   Put barricades of thorns around the whole

camp, and please see that fires burn round the barricades themselves.

[Exeunt commander and soldiers.    The PRINCE   and  the two

PRINCESSES sleep.   A pause as the orchestra plays.   Enter to one

corner of the stage, DAYWAGONBAN]

DAYWA. My princess as pretty as a fairy? Though eighteen
regiments surround the tent where she is sleeping, this ogre honoured
by the king of the gods himself, this Daywagonban of superhuman
power can jump over the surrounding soldiers and get the princess.
. . . When Buddha was born, thunder and the voice of the quaking
earth were heard. My lord of the orchestra, can you make such
sounds?

[As the orchestra plays, DAYWAGONBAN runs, seises the PRINCESS
MINKISSA and carries her off the stage.   Alarms.    The PRINCE
orders the commander to follow DAYWAGONBAN with his army.
The PRINCE makes ready to follow.   Enter FOREST-GOD.]
FOREST-GOD.    Prince born to the throne of your line, you must
not be angry, you must not be too valiant, you must not roar as a
king-lion roars from his golden cave.   The ogre-king is not an ordin-
ary being.   He is the friend of gods, and he has a god-given bow.   It
can kill a thousand soldiers at once.    It is impossible to fight him,
Quench the fire of your anger.   Save yourself and your faithful men.
Retreat in order and in array, my prince.